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every time she sipped her cup she bent towards me and gravely
uttered a compliment, I felt that we were getting along so
well that I ventured to offer her a cigarette. She said that she
never smoked as a rule, but that on this occasion she would
break the rule.

I gathered that the chief duty of the nuns was to guard the
shrine of Man Girgis, which is the Arabic name for St. George.
When the coffee was finished we went to see his shrine.

We entered a remarkable hall which might have come from
a Norman castle in England. Stone walls toweied to the
shadows of the roof, and the stones were so massive that,
had they been in Syria, they would almost certainly have been
of the crusading period.

The hall was bare and empty save at one end, where an apse,
or alcove, was railed off. This was the shrine of Mari Girgis.
Tapers of unbleached wax were burning before an ikon which
showed St. George in the act of destroying a terrifying dragon.

This picture reposed on the wall in a nest ol rags of every
size, shape, and colour. They were scraps from the clothing of
people who had suffered from some illness; many of them,
said the Mother Superior, had been tied there by Moslems.

One of the interesting things in Egypt is the reverence which
many Moslems show for the magic powers of Christian saints,
especially St. George. Most of the Christian festivals in the
country are attended by Christians and Moslems, and one
cannot help feeling that these pious Moslems are those whose
ancestors apostasised centuries ago and, so to speak, have
Christianity and a reverence for Christian saints in their blood.

The strangest object in the shrine, which I nearly overlooked
in the darkness, was a heavy iron halter. This was attached
to a long chain which was firmly bolted into a stone below the
ikon.

The Mother Superior explained that mad people were
brought here to be chained for a night, sometimes for days,
until St. George lifted the madness from them. This, she
said, often happened, and the mad were cured. At first they
raged and foamed at the mouth and fought to get loose, and
in this effort they exhausted themselves, eventually falling
into a deep sleep. And while they slept St. George came in
a dream and healed them.